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MITTENS 


Erika closed the door behind her as she entered the house. Walking into 
the living room she removed her cloak. “I’m home Shayla, what did you 
want to talk about?” 

Hearing thumping sounds from the library she knew Shayla was home. 
Knowing her sister as she did, Erika guessed Shayla wouldn’t speak until 
she was in the same room. Shouting was too ‘undignified’. A red tabby cat 
came racing into the room from the library and started rubbing and purring 
against Erika’s black leggings. She knelt and started petting her. 

“Hello Mittens, sorry I don’t have any milk for you today, but I do have 
this.” Mittens stopped purring and looked at her in an incredulous manner. 
She pulled out a small dried fish and dangled it out in front of her. “Here 
you go.” Mittens merely sniffed it and turned up her nose and walked off, 
clearly unimpressed. 

Hearing Shayla’s footsteps entering the room Erika stands, her gaze 
still following the cat and remarks “I still can’t believe you called your 
familiar Mittens.” 

“Mittens is a perfectly good name for her. Now, where were you? I left 
you that note this morning and now it’s evening.” 

Turning her attention to the auburn haired woman “I do have other jobs, 
you know. Jobs that don’t involve you, sis. But I'm here now, so what is 
it you want me to steal?” 

Shayla looked indignant. “What makes you think someone of high blood 
- such as myself - would ask for you and then only want you to engage in 
some petty larceny?” 

Erika gave her a doubting look. She knew her too well. She kept her 
gaze fixed, hoping Shayla would buckle. 

Shayla fidgeted a bit. “So why do wear those dark clothes all the time? 
Why don’t you wear something brighter or more revealing?” She asked, 
quickly changing the subject. 

Erika rolled her eyes. “In my trade the last thing you want to do is wear 
something that stands out in the shadows, plus my skin is too pale.” 

“But with your short hair and those clothes... aren’t you afraid people 
will mistake you for a man?” Remarked Shayla, oblivious to the cutting 
nature of her comment. 

Erika looked down at herself and the shapeless clothes she wore. “If it 
means I don’t get caught then I don’t care.” She looked over to her sister, 
she was dressed in her favourite light blue ‘mage robes’, as she likes to 
call them. It had a wide, low-cut neckline that revealed the ample cleavage 
of a healthy bosom. The skirt of it was ankle length but split up the sides 
to the hips. The middle of the outfit hugged her waist, cupping and lifting 
her breasts. Erika found the outfit overexposed and impractical but at the 








same time incredibly sexy. 

Erika continued, “The fact I don’t have a figure as well developed as 
yours is an advantage.” Despite saying that, she did want a figure. One that 
left no doubt to her femininity. However, Erika wasn’t about to admit that 
to her baby sister. 

It was Shayla’s turn to look doubting. “Is that so?” She folded her arms, 
simultaneously pushing her breasts together and up. 

Erika shook her head and knew she had better get things back onto the 
real subject. “So what did you call me here for?” 

“I was at gathering last night and I happened to be talking to my rival...” 
Erika felt the dramatic pause was inappropriate and wondered who her ‘rival’ 
was this week. “She was talking about Ayr when she happened to let slip 
she has the Box of Torquil. Now I’m certain this will prove invaluable to 
my research in transmutation.” 

“And you want to acquire this box?” 

“That is correct.” 

“And you want me ‘acquire’ it for you?” Mused Erika. 

“If you would be so kind.” Said Shayla, looking demure. 

Erika wanted to spell out that this would, in fact, be stealing but thought 
better of it. “So which rival has the box?” 

Shayla gave her look accusing her of not paying attention. “Her name 
is Emily. Do you know where to find her?” 

“Yeah.” Mages rarely hid where they lived. Erika put it down to their 
belief that their magic would protect them from thugs and other mages but 
she found that it rarely protected them from a master thief such as herself. 
“Well, P1 let you know once I’ve managed to obtain it.” 

“Good.” 

Shayla returned to the library. Erika grabbed her equipment and 
departed. 


QCOOOOOOOO? 


Erika found Emily’s home easily enough. It was actually more of a 
mansion but it showed signs of being repeatedly renovated to fill even more 
of the limited space the lot had. She usually found that to be a sign of badly 
planned security. The front gate was guarded. The numerous glass windows 
around the house she suspected to alarmed. She found entry by a small 
barred window obscured by some trees. The bars were poorly integrated 
into the stonework and with her skill, she was easily inside. 

She found Emily made liberal use of mage lights in the hallways and main 
rooms. She had come to hate mage lights, as she wasn’t able to extinguish 
them and covering them often raised suspicions. Fortunately though these 
lights were recessed deep into ceiling creating narrow cones of light but 
leaving plenty of shadows around the edge of the room for her to hide in. 

She found the Box of Torquil after only a little searching. It was on a 


pedestal in a gallery, the label on the pedestal made identification easy. There 
were many other items of value or artistic worth mounted on pedestals but 
this box looked to be the main feature. The Box of Torquil was unusual as 
it had a soft golden glow and intricate patterns carved over it. It was also 
floating but tethered by a chain which was attached to a pyramid weight. 

Erika carefully took out a blue glass lens and held it to her eye. The lens 
had cost her a small fortune to obtain but it was well worth it. It allowed her 
to see the presence of magic. She saw a strong magical presence on the box 
which she expected. She also saw a magical field attached to the pedestal 
also. She had expected this too but was hoping there wouldn’t be one. 

Judging from past experience and the strength and colour of the field she 
believed it be an alarm that detected changes in the amount of magic in it’s 
field. It meant she was going to have to carefully swap it for a magic item 
of comparable strength so as to not trigger the alarm. She looked around 
the room with the lens. There were several magic items that looked like 
plausible candidates and none of their pedestals were alarmed. 

Erika put her lens away. She decided to take the box last. She wanted 
to steal some extra stuff she could fence and make this job for her sister 
worthwhile. If she screwed up the swap she would have to make a hasty 
escape and not get a chance to. 

Sudden noises caused to Erika to skitter into the shadows. A panel in the 
wall swung open. Moments later a women emerge from passage, closing 
it behind her. Erika made a mental note to come back and check this secret 
passage later. The woman stepped into the light and made her way out one 
of the doors. Erika assume that this was Emily. The thief saw she was blonde 
and that she had a snake draped over her shoulders. The snake gave Erika 
pause, as they tended to be more observant than people but she decided to 
follow this woman anyway. 

She wore a pale green dress. Although the skirt of it was long the hem 
was triangular with four points about the length of her calves. Upper part 
was low backed. It was held up at the front by with two wide strips of 
fabric met behind the neck. They also functioned to cover mage’s modest 
but perky breasts. 

“Sesha, I’ve been thinking we need to find more Ayrian artifacts, the Box 
of Torquil has certainly been a big hit.” Emily said. Erika first thought she 
was talking to an out of sight servant. A snake distinctly moved about and 
Emily continued. “Yes, I especially remember Shayla falling over herself 
to learn about it.” 

Erika decided she was must be talking to the snake and wondered if the 
serpent was her familiar. Emily carried on her one sided conversation as 
she walked, talking about what would be popular with other mages. 

Erika trailed the woman as she checked on rooms and locked some 
of them as she went. She surmised that she must be doing rounds before 
turning in for the night. 

The thief watched as Emily went into what looked like a small 














conservatory. She removed the snake from her shoulders and draped it in a tree. 
“Goodnight Sesha.” She kissed the snake on it’s head before leaving. 

Erika felt relieved that she didn’t have to worry about the snake and she knew where 
to avoid. 

Erika followed the mage into another room and sidled into a shadowed corner. It 
took her a moment to realised what the room was. It was a bathroom but the bath itself 
was more a small walk-in pool, set into the stone floor of the room. Mage lights inside 
the pool gave it a glow which she found to be rather calming. 

She thought about leaving at the next chance but stopped when she saw Emily’s 
dress drop. The thief watched mage’s lithe body as she stepped out the dress and lifted 
it onto a nearby rack. Erika found the rippling light from the pool made the curves on 
Emily’s figure even more alluring. The mage stepped into pool and began washing 
herself. The thief couldn’t help but watch. 

Many long minutes later Erika was sad to watch Emily climbed out of the pool. 
The mage dried her self with a towel from the rack, before putting on a bath robe and 
leaving. 

Erika remained for many minutes, savouring what she had witnessed. She thought 
about following but decided that that was enough voyeurism. She had a heist to 
perform. 


III 


Shayla sat in her workshop mixing spell components. Mittens leapt up onto the 
bench and poked her nose into the book Shayla was referencing. After getting bored of 
that she found an empty patch on the bench where she could curl up and nap. Shayla 
glance over at Mittens and continued her work. She was impatient for the box to arrive 
and was mixing components in a vain effort to distract herself. Many hours had passed 
since she talked with her sister but she didn’t know if she would do the job tonight or 
if she’d only do research for it. That made the waiting all that more maddening. 

The sound of Erika’s shouting broke the quiet of her work. “Shayla, I have returned.” 
Mittens was up instantly, leaping off the table and running out the door. Shayla hastily 
got up, accidentally spilling her work in the process. She cursed quietly to her self, she 
would clean it up later. 

She strode out into living room. She saw Erika had already taken a seat, her backpack 
sitting at her feet. Mittens had just leapt into her lap and was rubbing and purring and 
clamouring for attention. “I trust your mission was a success.” 

“That it was.” Petting Mittens with one hand she opened her pack with one hand and 
pulled out a bundle of cloth. With both hands she began to carefully unwrap the bundle. 
Soon a soft golden glow was seeping into the room from between the folds of cloth. 
Shayla watched with delight as she saw the intricate patterns of the box being slowly 
unveiled. She was surprised when the box started to float upwards but jerked to a halt 
as the chain went taut against the pyramid weight below it. Erika lifted up the anchor 
before holding it out towards Shayla, the floating boxes being tugged along behind it. 
“T present to you the Box of Torquil.” 

Shayla smiled and took the anchor with both hands. “Ohh. Thank you.” 





Erika resumed petting Mittens. “I picked up some other items while I 
was getting that.” 

Shayla looked at her sister sternly. “You shouldn’t do that.” 

“You don’t pay me enough. I have expenses to cover and opportunities 
did abound.” 

“But I’m not paying you.” 

“My point exactly. Now, there was one item that I think was particularly 
worthwhile...” She reached into her pack and carefully took out a cylindrical 
bundle of cloth. Holding it by the base with one hand she carefully 
unwrapped the fabric with her other hand. 

Shayla cocked an eyebrow as she looked at what was in Erika’s hand. 
A tall clear glass bottle filled with some white fluid. “A bottle of milk. Oh, 
I’m sure that’ll fetch a fine price on the black market.” Shayla was certain 
it wasn’t milk but she didn’t want to ask Erika what the deal with it was. 

Mittens had perked up and started meowing and pawing at the bottle. 
Erika used her petting hand to keep the eager cat under control. Sighing 
Erika started to explain, “Now whilst your precious Box of Torquil was very 
easy to get to, this on the other hand...” Erika’s explanation was interrupted 
by Mittens suddenly pouncing on the bottle __ 

The bottle toppled onto the wooden floor with a thunk, causing the 
stopper to fall out. Erika’s hands snatched back the bottle but not before 
some of the strange fluid spilled. Grabbing the stopper she quickly recorked 
the bottle. 

“Mittens! No!” Exclaimed Shayla but it was too late, she had started 
lapping at the white fluid nut she stopped fast enough her feline face making 
an expression of disgust. Erika reached for Mittens but she had dashed out 
of the room. 

Shayla put the anchor down on a nearby table and chased after Mittens. 
Erika got up and followed put the bottle on the table also. She didn’t know 
which way Mittens went but suspected she’d be under the covers of Erika’s 
bed. She always went there when sulking, it was something that she had 
never figured out the reason why. 

Inside Erika’s room they saw the small tell tale lump of cat moving under 
the sheets. Shayla was about to speak when the lump suddenly shifted and 
started growing. It grew rapidly before stopping as quickly as it started, 
Shayla stood there and wondered if Mittens had suddenly become human 
sized. “What did you do to my familiar?” 

Erika started to speak but then instead strode over to the bed pulling 
back the covers. Both women were surprised by seeing a red headed woman 
curled up and naked with no cat in sight. From closer inspection woman 
also had a furred cat tail and cat ears. The woman seemingly become aware 
of gazes upon her sat up kneeling with hands on knees, and faced the two 
women smiling. “Meow?” 

“Mittens?” Asked Erika. 

“Yes.” Replied red haired catgirl. 


“You’ve turned into a woman,” babbled Erika. Shayla was glad that 
Erika spoke first, she suspected she would have uttered the same inane 
phrases otherwise. 

Mittens leaned back lifting her arms, exposing her large breasts, which 
jiggled and swayed as she looked down herself and her sides. “Yeah but I 
still have a tail.” she looked back to Erika putting her hands on her knees. 
Her tail curled around her on the bed to emphasise her comment. 

Shayla felt a little miffed that Mittens’ breasts appeared to be larger 
than her own. She wanted to know for certain but she wasn’t about to 
take her top off to find out. She turned her gaze to Erika, who was staring 
transfixed at the catgirl and reiterated her question. “What did you do to 
my familiar?” 

“I... I... I don’t know.” Erika’s gazed didn’t shift away from naked 
catgirl. “I found the bottle hidden away and securely locked up. But there 
was a journal with it though, maybe you can figure out what it is from the 
journal.” 

Shayla sighed. “Fine, you keep an eye on Mittens. Oh, and find her 
something to wear.” She marched back out into the living room and started 
looking through Erika’s pack. She found several other wrapped bundles but 
she also found a book. A quick flip through confirmed that it was a journal. 
She put it under one arm then picked up the bottle and the Box of Torquil 
and moved to her workshop. 


DCOOOOOOOO> 


Mittens looked down at Erika as she tightened laces on the dress she 
now wore. It was one of Shayla’s ‘mage robes’ but red this time. “Why 
do I need to wear this? I never had to wear anything before.” Complained 
Mittens. 

“Well before you had the body of a cat. Now, that you’ ve turned into a 
woman,” Erika glanced up at the cat ears on Mittens’ head. “Well mostly 
a woman, you need to dress to conform to human social norms. Besides,” 
said Erika smiling, as she worked to contain Mitten’s cleavage, “You need 
the support.” 

“I was comfortable without clothes - and this skirt is heavy on my tail.” 
She swished it around in emphasis pushing the skirt around in effort as it 
struggled to poke out one side slit then the other. 

Erika looked around catgirl’s tail carrying on. “We’ll find you clothes 
that suit your tail better soon. For now you'll have to put up with that.” 

Mittens pouted while Erika finished tying the laces. “There. Now what 
do you think?” She manoeuvred Mittens to in front of a mirror. 

The catgirl looked at her reflect then down at herself. “Are these meant 
to look like this?” Asked Mittens, indicating her bust. “Miss Shayla doesn’t 
look like this when she wears this.” Her hands ran over her boobs where 
they were swelling out over the top of cups that were clearly too small for 








them. 

Erika stared for amoment where Mitten’s hands were fondling. “Uh, it’s 
fine... You’ve just got a larger bust than Shayla. We’ll need to find better 
fitting clothes later.” 

Mittens looked up at the mirror again and twisted around looking at 
herself. “I guess I look good. What do you think?” She looked over to Erika 
who was startled by the question. 

“You look sexy... Uh, you look very good.” 

Mittens smiled with delight at that answer. “Thank you. I should show 
Miss Shayla.” 

Erika was about to protest as Mittens turned to leave but followed instead. 
She decided it wouldn’t be worth the hassle protesting. Besides, she was 
curious to see her sister’s reaction. 

“What do you think?” Asked Mittens. 

Shayla looked up from the journal as Mittens was doing a twirl. She 
looked her over than glanced over to Erika. “You gave her one of my 
robes?” 

“Yes, she looked about the same size as you and...” 

“And you thought she would be able to fill it.” Her gaze returned to the 
catgirl and looked annoyed at the way catgirl’s bosom was spilling out. 
“Overfill I should say.” 

Mittens fidgeted, “Uh... So how do I look as a human?” 

Shayla looked up at mittens. “You look fine. At least Erika had some 
sensible fashion sense this time. Next time though, find some of your own 
clothes and make sure they fit.” 

The mage shifted her attention back to her sister. “Well, this journal has 
told me what that white potion does. It transforms a creature into a humanoid 
form. It also grants them a rudimentary intelligence.” Shayla knew there 
was much more in the Journal but she was satisfied with the answer she 
had found. Besides, she was tired, the lateness of the hour and the events 
of the day were catching up with her. 

“So what do we do now?” 

Shayla stood up and stretched. “I don’t know. For now I’m going to bed. 
I'll think of something in the morning. In the meantime I’m going to have 
a dumb catgirl for a familiar.” 

Mittens glared at Shayla. “I’m not dumb!” 

Shayla paid her no heed. “Make sure you arrange a suitable bed for her.” 
Shayla started to walk out. “Goodnight.” 

“Goodnight.” Erika watched her sister leave the room. 

Pouting Mittens started to complain herself. “She’s confusing ambulatory, 
manipulative and vocalisation skills that come with major metamorphic 
magics with intelligence. Those are all covered in volume two of Thornton’s 
Tomes of Transformation. Even Cordelia’s Book of Augmentation also 
touches on the subject.” 

Erika stared at the catgirl. “Wait, what are you talking about?” 


“Miss Shayla’s confusing intelligence with the skill magics that are 
commonly used with metamorphic magics.” 

“Can you explain that in plain English?” 

Mittens paused wondering where to begin. “Imagine a fish is turned into 
bird. How does it know how to fly?” 

“Shouldn’t it know because it’s become a bird?” 

“No. Why should a fish know anything about flying just because it has 
the body of a bird.” 

“Well...” Erika stopped and thought to herself, “What does a newborn 
know about walking.’ “I think I understand.” 

“Good. Now metamorphic magic in it’s most basic form does only this. 
It changes the body but doesn’t tell how to use it.” 

“Okay. So how are you able to walk around and talk then?” 

“Ah, that’s where the skill magics come in. These magics are used to 
grant the subject knowledge on how to use their new body. The use of skill 
magic with metamorphic magic is so common that it is assumed to be used 
and left uncommented.” 

“Okay, I think I understand but what does this have to do with 
intelligence.” 

“Like skills, metamorphic magic does not affect the intelligence of the 
subject.” 

“Right, so what I think your saying is that, turning animals into people 
and making them walk and talk only makes them look smarter.” 

“Exactly!” Mittens smiled delightedly that she got her point across. 

“So...” Erika trailed off as implications of this conversation sunk in. 
“You’re not a dumb animal are you?” 

“T never was.” 

“When did you get this smart?” 

“It comes with being a familiar.” 

“T see.” Erika wanted to know more but suspected it would involve deep 
discussion of magic. She felt too tired to start such queries now. “Let’s 
figure out where you’re going to sleep.” 

Erika led Mittens into the living room. She realised that they didn’t have 
a guest bed, she didn’t have a need for one and Shayla never expressed a 
desire for one. “Hmmm... Well, you can sleep on the couch here or I could 
layout some blankets for a makeshift bed.” Erika felt bad about giving 
Mittens those two choices. “I guess you could sleep with me instead.” 
Erika had second thoughts the moment she suggested it but didn’t want to 
rescind her offer. 

“TIl sleep with you, Miss Erika,” bounced the catgirl. 

Erika blushed. “Sure.” She led the way to her room and took out a couple 
of nightshirts, giving one to Mittens. “Here you can wear this nightshirt.” 

Mittens looked at the nightshirt with disinterest and put it down and 
started undoing the laces of her dress. 

Erika thought about changing separately but felt that it was a little silly 








given Mittens shamelessly naked not that long ago. Instead she opted to 
keep her back turned to Mittens and changed quickly. Finished, she could 
still hear the sounds of Mittens changing so she carefully clambered into 
her bed while keeping her back turned. She laid on her side, mindful to 
keep to half of the bed and closed her eyes to sleep. 

The sounds of Mittens changing stopped and she climbed into bed with 
Erika. Erika tensed as she felt the catgirl snuggle up against her, wrapping 
an arm over her waist in the process. Erika felt Mittens breasts pressing 
lightly against her back. The thief was enjoying the feeling but felt something 
was wrong. 

“Mittens?” 

“Meow?” inquired the catgirl. 

“Are wearing the nightshirt I gave you?” 

“No, I’m not wearing anything.” She said happily. 

Erika swallowed nervously, feeling herself blush and her heart beat 
faster. “Uh, why not?” 

“It’s more comfortable. Plus ve never worn anything when I’ve slept 
with you in the past.” 

“But you were a cat then.” 

“Oh, yeah. Well I know you sleep naked sometimes. Even Miss Shayla 
sleeps naked.” 

Erika felt she should have protested further but her voice failed her. 

Mittens snuggled tightly against Erika and nuzzled against her neck, 
purring. Erika’s pulse raced as she felt Mittens’ body and breasts press into 
her back. “I like you Erika.” 

Erika swallowed and squeaked, “I like you too.” She was in torment, to 
find her self in such a sensual predicament but unable to do a thing about it. 
She wanted to so desperately to turn around kiss Mittens and to make love to 
her. Yet at the same time she didn’t want to alienate or take advantage of the 
new catgirl. Tomorrow, she resolved, she would advance their relationship 
to something more intimate. 

Mittens was soon asleep. However it was a long while before the over- 
stimulated Erika was finally able to drift off to slumber. 


OOOOOOOOO 


Mittens awoke. It was still night and Erika was still asleep. She had never 
kept human sleeping times and that hadn’t changed now. 

She snuggled up to Erika and wondered what she should do. 

She wanted milk but she knew there was none in the house. Erika and 
Shayla had been negligent in not getting any lately. 

Mittens smiled as she imagined various ways she could get a hold of 
some milk. Her mind latched onto a plan. She felt it was fitting. 

Mittens carefully climbed out of bed so as to not disturbed Erika. She 
padded her way to the library. She was going to need a couple of books 


for reference. 

“Cordelia and Wyburn,” she whispered to herself as she looked for the 
authors. “Aha!” she pulled one tome from the shelves. Quickly she found 
the second book. “Here we go.” 

She carried the books to the workshop. She had a lot of preparation 
ahead of her. 


QCOOOOOOOO. 


Mittens read over her notes one more time, checking that the component 
mix was right and that she had memorised the incantation correctly. 

She felt satisfied that it was right. She stood up and stretched noting 
that the sun was now up. 

She heard the sounds of feet elsewhere in the house. Judging by the 
heaviness it must be Shayla. “Perfect timing,’ Mittens thought to herself. 

She picked up a small bowl, which was one-third filled with a multi- 
coloured powder. Carrying it, she padded out into living. She saw Shayla, 
who was already fully dressed. She looked startled by Mittens but the 
lowered her head, rubbing the bridge of her nose. 

“Mittens, why are you naked again?” She asked. 

Mittens paused, she hadn’t even thought to put on clothes when she 
woke up. “I’m comfortable like this.” She answered tersely. 

Shayla looked up again. “What’s with that bowl?” 

Mittens expression took on a mischievous grin. “I have a special surprise 
for you Miss Shayla.” She took a pinch of powder and carefully set the 
bowl aside. 

“You mean, greeting me naked wasn’t special enough?” 

Mittens only answered by starting to recite the incantation of her 
spell. 

Shayla straighten up alarmed. “Mittens! No!” Last thing she wanted 
was a simple animal messing around with magic. 

The catgirl carried on with her spell. The powder in her fingers started 
to glow. At the moment she finished her spell Mittens tossed the powder at 
Shayla. Shayla threw her arms to shield herself from the dust but the powder 
seemed to be drawn to her and disappeared when it touched her skin. 

Shayla peered out from behind her arms and cautiously lowers them at 
seeing no more dust. “Mittens, what did... ooh...” Shayla’s angry demand 
broke off, her breath having left her. 

She felt a pressure around her chest. She brought her hands to her body, 
inhaling sharply as her fingers brushed the bare tops of her breasts. She was 
worried, they were feeling sensitive and... swollen. Shayla looked down, 
she could clearly see her breasts swelling over the cups of her dress. With 
alarm she noticed they were still swelling up. She cupped her breasts and 
let out a moan as she felt a wave delight come from her touch. 

Shayla’s concerns were evaporating in face of the pleasure coming from 





fondling her own breasts. She could feel her expanding boobs being squeezed tight by 
the, now much too small, cups of her dress. Stumbling back she sat down hard on the 
couch. Shayla’s fingers tried to grab the laces of her bodice so she could escape the 
constriction of her breasts but her fingers could find no purchase against her swelling 
bosom. Suddenly she felt relief as the laces started to pop free, ripping from one eyelet 
at a time. Wasting no time her hands grabbed the edges and pulled it open. Mittens 
watched with eager fascination as Shayla’s boobs spilled into full view. She licked her 
lips, the moment she was waiting for was still yet to come. 

Shayla let out a groaning sigh of relief at being no longer squashed. She crossed 
her arms under her burgeoning bust. Her hands fondling a boob and nipple each. Her 
breasts continued to grow but she didn’t care, they just felt too good. 

Shayla suddenly felt dampness on her fingers. She looked down and lazily focused. 
It was a white fluid - milk she concluded. Mittens licked her lips this was the moment 
she was waiting for, Shayla was lactating. She would say the mage’s breasts were now 
each almost as large as her head. She knew there wasn’t much growth left and she 
thought about waiting for it to finish but she was impatient. 

Mittens stepped forward and lowered her head to the mage’s left boob. Shayla was 
about to push the catgirl away, she didn’t want her interfering in this private moment 
but was too slow. Mittens licked her nipple. Shayla moaned, the raspy tongue was like 
a bolt of electricity going through her. She was pushed over into a horizontal position 
as the catgirl suckled at her nipple. Overwhelmed with pleasure the mage’s arms went 
limp to her sides, as she found herself unable to do anything more than moan. Mittens 
purred as she alternated between suckling and lapping at Shayla’s teat. 


III 


Erika woke up feeling tired. Judging by the light out side she must have overslept. 
She silently cursed for doing so but smiled fondly remembering the reason. She then 
realised that Mittens was gone. She silently cursed again, she was normally a light 
sleeper and should have noticed her getting up. 

She pushed matters of this morning’s failings out of her mind, she wanted to talk 
to Mittens. She climbed out of bed and then quickly dressed. The thief left her room, 
looking for the catgirl. 

Upon stepping into the living room she had stopped dead in her tracks. She had 
found Mittens but wasn’t expecting to find her like this. Mittens was naked, laying on 
top of her sister and suckling at her right boob. Her sister looked delirious with delight 
and her boobs were enormous, each easily as big as her head. Erika could see signs of 
lactation as a stray drops of white milk trickled down the giant breasts. 

It was the most erotic sight that Erika had ever seen. She found her self rooted to 
spot as she watched the spectacle. 

The tranquillity of the scene was broken by thumping at the front door and a womans 
voice yelling. “Open up! I know what you’ve done Shayla!” 

The disturbance snapped Shayla out of her catgirl induced stupor. “Emily!” She 
bolted upright tossing a surprised Mittens the floor with a startled meow. Taking stock 
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of her immodest state leapt to her feet and cupped her boobs. She started 
running to her room but bumped into Erika. She was about yell at her but 
realised there was something more important she needed to have her do. 
“Quick hide the stuff!” She then bolted around her sister into her room. 

Erika strode over to the workshop. She wondered how Emily knew 
to look here. Did she screw up last night or was Shayla too obvious with 
her intent went they spoke. Erika suspected the latter. She stopped at the 
doorway and looked around for the stuff. Suddenly she heard the distinct 
sound of the front door opening. She knew it she left locked so Emily must 
have used a knock spell to unlock and open it. Erika scowled, Emily was 
being unimaginably rude. She wouldn’t have time to properly hide things. 
Instead she hastily closed and locked the workshop door. 

Erika turned around and intercepted the furious Emily as she enter the 
living room. She needed to stop Emily from discovering the evidence of 
the crime. As much as she wanted an excuse to spring someone from the 
Spire - the infamous mage prisons - she wasn’t going to let her sister be 
caught. Erika wondered if mages ever dressed normally as she took in what 
the blonde’s current attire. She was wearing a short violet spaghetti strap 
dress with a full length dress made of some sheer material of a paler colour 
layered over that. She was also happy to note her snake wasn’t with her. 

“Where is it?” demanded Emily. 

“Where is what?” The thief asked innocently. Her eyes darted down 
looking at the pouches hanging from Emily’s belt. Shayla knew they’d 
all be filled prepared spell components but she was looking for a specific 
pouch. 

“The Box of... Oh nevermind, a servant like you won’t know anything 
about it. Bring Shayla out here now.” 

Erika glared “My *sister* is getting dressed but she should be out 
shortly.” She had spotted the pouch it had tell tale signs of sawdust on its 
lip. She needed to get that off of her and she’d no longer would be able to 
use the knock spell. 

“Fine.” Emily fumed a bit. “Where’s her workshop then.” 

“Her workshop is over there.” Erika’s hand slowly led Emily’s eyes and 
pointed to the workshop’s door. Her other hand meanwhile delicately lifted 
the pouch of sawdust from Emily and pocketed it. 

“Good.” Emily marched over to the door and tried the handle. Finding 
it locked her hand went to her belt. Erika watched amusedly as the mage 
fumbled around looking for the missing pouch. She marched back to Erika. 
“Open that door right now and... and...” Emily trailed off as her gaze was 
drawn to the side. 

Erika followed her gaze and saw what she was looking at. The still naked 
Mittens had climbed back up on the couch and was now curled up there. 

Emily was at a loss for words. Erika was glad for that as she didn’t know 
how to explain it. She was relieved when she heard the door of Shayla’s 
room. Shayla stormed into the living room. Erika noticed she was now 


wearing a plain white blouse over her dress. The blouse was loose except 
over the bust. Erika didn’t know Shayla had something so ordinary in her 
wardrobe. 

“What right do you have to barge in here like this?” Shayla 
demanded. 

Shayla’s voice broke Emily’s attention away from Mittens. Emily 
thought about asking about the naked catgirl but decided against it. She 
was here for the box and wasn’t going to be distracted from it. “You stole 
the Box of Torquil! What have you done with it?” 

“How dare you come in here and accuse me of stealing!” 

“Don’t try and deny it. When I told you about it you were tripping over 
yourself to know about it. So when I found it missing this morning who 
else was I going to suspect?” 

“You insult me with your feeble conjecture!” 

“A charlatan like you wouldn’t even understand real conjecture is!” 

“Charlatan!? A hedge mage like has some nerve talking like that.” 

“Pm not the hussy with a naked woman in her living room.” 

“Na...” Shayla glance over to the couch and was annoyed noticing that 
Mittens was still there and still naked. She had had enough of Emily’s 
insults. She stepped around Emily to the table with bowl Mittens left. 

“Hey! Don’t walk...” Emily’s words faltered as she saw Shayla in profile. 
She though something was odd about her bust when looking at her head on 
but looking side on she was clearly massive. She couldn’t help but stare 
at Shayla’s new curves. 

Erika didn’t know what was about to happen but she was sure Shayla 
was about to cause trouble. She took a few steps away, standing by the 
couch as a precaution. 

Shayla took a pinch of powder from the bowl. She worked to remember 
the incantation Mittens used. If a dumb animal could cast this spell she was 
certain she could too. Feeling certain she had reconstructed it correctly she 
started her incantation. 

Mittens looked up from the couch and worriedly watched Shayla. She 
recognised the spell as the one she cast on Shayla so recently but she was 
sure Shayla’s memory wasn’t that good. She sat upright when she heard 
an incorrect syllable uttered. Her mind raced as she tried to figure the 
consequences of such an error. 

Emily was too bamboozled by Shayla’s new figure to do little more than 
stare. By the time she looked and realised Shayla was casting a spell it was 
too late. “Don’t you dare...” her utterance was cut short as Shayla tossed 
her pinch of glowing powder at her. Clenching her eyes shut she turned 
her head aside in vain attempt avoid it. 

Mittens calmed down. Although she wasn’t sure what effects the errors 
would have, she was certain that they weren’t dangerous. She watched the 
glowing dust soak into Emily, curious as to what would happen. 

Emily, not noticing anything looked happening cautiously opened her 





eyes then looked back up at Shayla. “How dare you recklessly throw spells at another 
mage! I ought to have you thrown into the Spire... ooh...” Emily’s tirade was cut short as 
she suddenly felt a pressure from her chest. Her hands flew to her chest and she moaned 
as they brushed her breasts. She cupped them, enjoying the new heightened sensation. 
With mild alarm she felt them start swell in her hands. She looked down seeing her 
breasts expanding fast. “What did you do to me?” Emily tried to sounds indignant but 
the surreality and pleasure of her situation made her sound unconvincing. 

“Oh, just a simple enhancement spell I came up with.” Shayla gloated. She watched 
with amusement as her rival’s breasts started to spill out of the cups on her dress. The 
mage wondered if she grew that fast herself. She was sure it was slower but her mind 
was a bit... overwhelmed at the time. 

Mittens glared at Shayla for taking the credit but refrained from piping up. she was 
happy to let Shayla take the blame in any fallout of these events. 

“You have no... right... to do that...” Emily moaned. Her boobs pushed out from her 
undersized cups and spilled out stretching the sheer fabric of her outer dress. The cups 
were beginning to feel uncomfortably tight as the straps began to dig into her shoulders. 
Her hands went to her shoulders trying pluck the straps up but had no luck as the out 
fabric stopped her getting a drip on them. Suddenly she felt welcome relief as one 
strap then the other finally snapped from the strain. No longer supported, her breasts 
slipped down pushing their way out of their constrictive cups. This caused her to tense 
and shiver as her skin and nipples slid against the sheer outer fabric. She lowered her 
hands back down, cupping her boobs and sighed. 

“You don’t seem so unhappy with it.” Shayla smugly retorted looking at her rival’s 
now two thirds of her head size boobs. Watching Emily also made her realise that her 
own breasts still had heightened sensitivity but they were no longer the extreme they 
were before. 

Emily wished her boobs weren’t so sensitive and didn’t feel so good. She really 
needed to tell Shayla off. They swelled up inside the sheer fabric of her dress stretching 
it. She heard a tear. Looking down she could see a small having formed in the centre 
of her bust. She thought if she could remove stimulation from her breasts she might be 
able to keep her self control. With great willpower she reached into the hole with both 
hands and ripped the bust of her dress apart. Her breasts spilled out and bounced and 
jiggled in the open. Releasing the fabric she took a deep breath and lowered her hands 
to her side. She fixed her gaze at Shayla. “Your petty magics will not overcome me.” 

Shayla was annoyed her rival was able to regain her self control but she knew how 
to fix that. She stepped up and grabbed Emily’s nipples in each hand squeezing them. 
Emily groaned and writhed on the spot. “Is that so?” Shayla smiled. She then noticed 
her rival was now at least head size and showed no sign of stopping. She wasn’ sure if 
she should be happy or jealous. 

Erika watching this spectacle felt her knees go weak. She stumbled and sat down 
next to Mittens, eyes still fixed on the developing Emily. Mittens decided to lay down 
with her head in the thief’s lap. Erika absently petted the catgirl’s ears and hair eliciting 
purrs from her. 

Emily wanted to be angry but just couldn’t bring herself to be with Shayla tweaking 








her nipples like that. In a feeble effort of payback she reached out and 
grabbed the other mage’s nipples. Shayla moaned and squirmed. Emily felt 
dampness through the blouse and wonder if Shayla was lactating. 

The pair carried on ‘attacking’ each other for a long while. Shayla’s 
blouse had become soaked. Emily’s breasts were a half again larger than 
Shayla’s by the time they felt they felt milk coming from them. 

Erika saw the two bickering mages kiss. Even though she was watching 
she didn’t know who initiated it or if they met in the middle. In either case 
she couldn’t bare watching anymore, she wanted to do something... Shakily 
she got up. The disturbed catgirl sat up and watched as thief went over to 
picked up the bowl and came back to couch and pulled her up by the arm. 
Mittens wanted to see how things were going to pan out for Emily but 
happily follow Erika as she led her by the hand. Erika stopped partway to 
her bedroom as she heard a loud noise behind her. Looking back she saw 
Emily was now sitting on the couch her boobs now almost reaching her 
lap. She tore her gaze away and let the two mages carry on. 

Inside her bedroom she closed the door after Mittens. She had wanted to 
approach this more tactfully but her mood didn’t let her wait. She stepped 
up to the catgirl wrapped one arm around her and pulled her tight and kissed 
her. Mittens responded to the kiss, wrapping her arms around the thief. The 
eventually broke their kiss, both girls panting. 

“After last night I thought you weren’t interested,” purred Mittens. 

“I... I... I didn’t know you were interested,” stammered Erika as she 
realised last night’s torment could have been ecstasy. She kissed Mittens 
with renewed passion. 

After breaking the kiss Mittens giggle. “Silly us for not realising.” 

Erika laughed too. “Yeah, silly us.” Erika brought the bowl, which she 
was still carefully holding, into view. She took a deep breath, nervous about 
what she about to ask. “I... I want you to cast that spell on me.” Despite 
what Shayla said earlier she was sure Mittens was the real mastermind 
behind the spell. 

“Are you sure Miss Erika?” Mittens asked. Although the spell didn’t do 
anything bad she worried it might be inconvenient for her. 

“Yes,” the thief answered firmly. “I want to be the one you drink milk 
from.” 

Mittens smiled and purred as Erika’s reply tickled her baser instincts. 
Taking the bowl and a pinch of powder she stepped back and started her 
incantation. 


THE END 


